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Ike freed." that perverted the Holy One fled,
And man learned a truth that be knew not before,

Worn Cbri't. in his prayer to the Infinite, said,
My God and my Father is yours evermore!"

Cia yon pre?.' the foul chalice of sin to your lips,
With a sense of the fervor pervading that prayer '

V,r rr nor darkness its glow can eclipse.
For the tide of confusion ebbs finally there

Ihissvorid »'"uld become one of gladness intense,
A reflection of that whose enjoyments endure,

It man would give ear to the dictates of sense,

And cherish the feelings that render him pure.
Then life w old be spent in the service of lovo.

The dag of contention be evermore furled,
1,1id angels approvingly smile from above,
And peace like n halo encircle the world

fit ).r«l* of the forest and wealth of the mine
Would for each form a dwelling with elegance

fraught.
If Art u* brother with Labor would twine,
And yield to the guidance of Lore as thej wrought.

And the fruits of the earth would supply every home
With the comforts and blessings now known to the

few.
If the idle and thoughtless to duty would come,
And work as their Maker designed they ahonid do.

Thiio yearly the Earth is renewing her youth,
To supply every physical want of mankind,

Ture is wisdom enough in the volume of Truth
To light up the temple of every mind;

And Love at the Fountain sufficient to fill
Every heart with the rapture that words never told;

And sdejuote Grace, with a generous will,
To bring ev< r/ soul to the heavenly told'

Wife til who have strength shall apply it with care

To that which a poaitivo good will secure,
And they who have more than ehough, and to spare,
Shall freely dispense of their goods to the poor j

When the veil from the eyes of the selfish is drawn,
And wealth is no longer devoted to sin,

Incn, then shall this era of blessedness dawn,
Then, then shall this day of salvation begin 1

Utica, New York.

LITERARY NOTICES. »

"Iislatta A Book for the Sea-Bide." Boston
Ticknor, Reed, A Fields.

Under this title, suggested by a passage in
lenophon's Expedition of Cyrus, where the
trmy climbed the hill and looked out upon the
et, throwing up their arms and shouting)
Thalatta! Thalatta!" we have here an admirablecollection of poems, more or less intimatelyconnected with the ocean and its ad-

juQcte. The writer* are of all age* and looaliuea,
from Homer to Longfellow.from Spain to

Massachusetts. The selection* have been made
with good taste and judgment, and will be
found pleasant reading, not only by sojourners
at the sea-side during our hot season, but also
by those who aro compelled to forego the pleasureof a ride on Nahant, or a bath at Newport.
Tothcselatter, sweltering in their inland homes,
we would especially commend this little volume.It iB redolent of the salt sea breezes. It
can scarcely fail to transport its readers from
hot prairie or dusty city to the cool margin of
great waters.making everything about them,
as on Prospero's island,

" Suffer a sea change."
Among our old favorites in this volume is

what Coleridge has well called " The grand
ballad of Sir Patrick Spens.-' Nothing superiorto it can be found in all the quaint old balladliterature, and no modern imitation has
ever equalled its simple grandeur, picturesque
descriptions, and dramatic energy.

The ladje.« wrang their fingers white,
The maidens tore thoir hair j

A for the sake o' thoir trno loves,
For tKem tV,.«'ii ... 1-

"Oh lang, lang may the ladyes Kit,
Wi' their faces in their hand,

iieforo they see Sir Patrick Spens
Come sailing to the etrand

" And kang, lang may the maidem ait.
Wi' their gold kaoae« in their hair,

A-waiting for their tin true loves,
For them they'll see nae mair! "

Here are also Goethe's " Fisher," Uhland's
*>erd and beautiful " Vineta," and Shelley's
pathetic lament at the Bay of Naples. Among
the novelties may be mentioned two or three
rare genu from Allinghata, th6 gifted young'Milesian poet, and two remarkable little sea
'ketches from the pen of Charles Kingsley, authorof Alton Locke The following song, in
'to -implc reality of pathos, might well have
heen sung around a fisherman's hearth on the
ihnre of Dee, to the droar accompaniment of
the growing roar of the evening tide, overf»'*pingthe sands with its "oruel, hupgryfoam:"

Ok Mury, go and call ths oatlle home.
And call the cattle home.
And call the cattle home

Acrossthe sands of Dee ;
Ttis Western wind was wild and dank wl' fogm.
And all alone went she.

The crocking tide caino up along the *and,
And o er end o'or tho wind.
And round and round the »and

A*far m eye could nee
ihe blinding mint came down and hid the land,
And n»Tur home came the.

Oh is it weed, or of grating hair,
A Ires, oT goldm hair.
0 downed maiden'* hair.Above the nrt*at»ea?

«" never «*Jmon yet that ehone no fair,Among the Htehee of Dee '

Thty towed her in aeroea the rolling loam.
The cruel, crawling foam.
The oruel, hungry foam.

To her grave bee id# the eee«t^utHiU the boatmen hear her call the cattle hutue,Acroei the sonde of Dee!"
^ e cannot resiat the desire to copy the foltea-aidepicture by Allingbam

the chapel by the shore
1*7 the shore a plot of gronad'-' I* a ruined chapel round,

('"'itri e»ed with a graeay mound,A here day and night and day go by,And bring no toueh pf human aound j
^ '-thing of the lonely tea*.Jt-akingnf tho guardian tree*
'Ptag of the ealted breete.
And day and night and day go by,To the endleoe tone ef theee.
,>r when wind* and water* keep 1A hu»h more dead than any sleep,'till morn* to itilier evening* creep. 1
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And day and tight and day go by
Hare the stillness is most deep
" And the ruins, lapsed again
Into Naturo's wide domain,
Sow themselves with #»ed and grain.
As night and day and night go by,

And hoard June's sun and April's rain

" Hire fresh funereal tears wore shed,
But uo^ the graves ar» also dead
And suckers from tho ash-troe spread,
As day and night and day go by,

And stars move calmly overhead "

The book i> got up in the usual good taste
of the firm by which it is published. It will be
found a pleasant travelling companion, and a

«a*onable addition to worm-weather readings.
J. G. W.

City and Countsr Lira or, Moderate better than
Rapid Gains. By Mary Ide Torrey. Boston :

Tappan A Whitteinore. Pp. 318.

This is a well- w^tten story, with a tine moral
running through it. Apart from its practical
aim as a moral and religipus tale, it has a good
deal of artistic merit. The writer is the widow
of the late Charles T. Torrey, who died in the
Penitentiary at Baltimore, a martyr to his uncompromisingabolitionism, which refused to

recognise as law enactments for holding man

as property. We wish her volume abundant
success. J. G. W.

The Indostrial Rxsoracss, etc., of the Southern
and Western Statoe embracing a view of their
Commerce, Agriculture, Manufactures, Ac., with
an Appendix. In 3 vols. By J. D. B. De Bow,
Professor of Political Economy, etc., in the Universityof Louisiana. Published at the office of De
Bow's Review, New Orleans For sale by Franck
Taylor, Washington, D. C.
In the hope that time would furnish opportunityand space for a careful and lengthy noticeof these volumes, we have suffered them to

lie on our table through week after week; but
time has disappointed us, and we have been
able to give them only a hasty and limited examination.From this, we are inclined to reportfavorably. The work is made up of a seriesof historical and statistical sketches of the
different States and cities of the Union; statistics

of their oommerce and manufactories from
the earliest periods, compared with other leadingPowers; the results of the different census

returns since 1790, and returns of the census of
1850, in population, agriculture, and general
industry. Many of these are contributions
from eminent Southern men. They are admirablyarranged, and the statistics, in most
eases, are well authenticated; while the generalspirit of the work, except when the "

peculiarinstitution " is touched upon, seems to be
impartial, liberal, and conscientious. We have
glanced at but one of the articles upon Slavery
that seems to be a re-hashing of the old argumentof the constitutional inferiority of the negro

race, containing nothing new in substance,
but done in a style of grandiloquent higk-falutin.It was suggested by an obsolete work
called Negro-Mania, of which a Mr. John
Campbell, of Philadelphia, is the author.
Mr. De Bow has lately been installed by

President Pierce as Commissioner of the CenbusBureau of the Department of the Interior.
a post for which we should judge him to be
eminently fitted. *

Tub Com plete Works ok Samuel Taylor Coleridge,with an Introductory Kscay upon his Philosophicaland Thoological Opinion?. Edited hy
Professor Shedd. New York: Hurpar A Brothers.
For sale by H. Farnhatn, Washington, D. C.
Volumes five and six of thitf work are before

us. Coleridge in both his characters of poet
and philosopher must always hold a high place
in English literature. No mind has ever
sounded deeper deeps of religious philosophy,
or given clearer reports than his. This is the
best edition of his works that has yet appeared
in this country. *

The Necromancer ; or, the Mysteries of the Court
of Henry VIII. By Qoorgi W. M. Reynolds. Philadelphia:T. B. Peterson. For sale by Shillington,
Washington, D. C.
Those who admire Mr. Reynolds's books will

find this equal to the beet of tbem, in graphic
description and startling incident. *

Harper's Maoaeine. June, 1853.

The beautiful style in which Gray's immortal" Elegy " is gotten up in this number, is fully
worth the cost of it. The table of contents

shows a goodly array of goodly articles. *

The Knickerbocker. June, 1853.

The Knickerbocker opens with an article of
unusual excellence (even for its dainty pages)
this month,' styled Orientalism, by S. H. Cox,
Esq., of Ohio; but we are rather surprised to
find another, upon Webster, of such unqualified
eulogy. A host of good things, in addition to
the above, make up the number, which closes
the forty-first volume. In the next volume we
are promised sixteen additional pages. *

Marco Paul's Adventures in Boston. By Jacob
Abbott. New York Harper t Brothors For sale
by R Farnham, Washington.
This little volume will be hailed with delightfar and near. To one who has read Mr.

Abbott's writings for children, and felt the inexpressiblecharm whioh they possess, there is
nothing marvellous in their vast popularity.

Bi.rak House. No 15. New York: Harper A,
Brother*. For nolo by R. Farnham.

This is a fine number crmtaininor n r.w.n nf
1 ft. v*

both tragedy and eomody. The story in very
evidently approaching its denouement. *

The Eclectic Medical Journal. March, 1853
R H. Ntwum, Editor and PuMiahar, Cincinnati
This number containh Tally's Materia Medico,by W. Bard Rowell; Introductory Lecture,

delivered before the Eclectic Medical Close, h7\G. W. L. Biokley, M. D.; Review of Report of
Eclectic Physicians, by G. W. L. Bickley, M.
D.; several excellent selections upon medical
subjects, ao^some short scraps pf editorial.

Littell'h Living Ame. New Soriee, No, 11,
Cootfin* its usual variety ofexcellent selections,
among which is an interesting sketch of the
literary career of Washington Irving. *

Thi Schooi.matk a Monthly Reader for Hohool and
Home Instruction of Youth. Edited by A. R. Phkppan.Juno, 1S53.
This is a capital publication, and only one

dollar a year. *

All the members of the Unitarian Society in
St Louis, who were slaveholders, have lately
emancipated their slaves unconditionally, withoutbanishment to Liberia or anywhere else.
It is further stated that the Society referred to
is one of the largest in St. I«oui*. and that formerlyconsiderable numbers of its members
were holders of property in the bodies and
»oula of fallow men.
u Well may we rejoice in these drops, trustingthat they are forerunners of the heavy ruins

A repentance, that shall wash oat this stain of
slavery from the ehurohes of the land; or else
wash away all the ohurobes themselves as no

longer fit to be endured.'
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HT0R1R8 FOB CHILDREN AND POEX8
BT ELIZA L. RPROAT.

CIIA1'. Ill
The earth grows hush ; the flashed heavens

sober ; the clouds that reeled in wanton orimson,stalk the skies in repentant gray; the
children experience their weekly surprise, at
discovering that even a whole Saturday afternoontnust sometime come to an end The
Ks\n + >a iutfflA +a Ulljl nr./i »kn > .a. mat. -a
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ther quiet, patter along througntka darkening
woods, out into the stubble field, across tlnrt
to the barn-y&rvl gate, where all three hare to
stop and put their shoulders under the top bar,
and lid a little, for the latch is somewhat stiff,
and won't raise easily; then through the barnyard,wbere Jolly rolls barking out of the barndoor,and after some feats of elephantine puppyism,stalks off with Will on his back ; then
through the back garden gate to the kitchen
piazza, through the kitchen, to peep in at the
glass-windowed door of the sitting-room, and
there sits mother, on her short rooking-ohair;
she sees them, and puts her finger on her lip,
for Totty is lying aoroep her lap, with his shoe
in his mouth, and tbougk his eyes are shut, the
slighteet attempt to abstract the shoe elicits
instant demonstrations of consciousness. Sri
the three stand in sudden arrest at the spell of
her raised forefinger; and after flattening their
throe noses for an instant against the glAss, the
counter-charm of the supper-bell causes them
suddenly to disappear

Day is over; work is o^er; supper is over.

Totty has been swindled out of his shoe, and
is gone to sleep in earnest; lights are not yet
brought, for Air. and Mrs. B. have their chairs
out on the piazza, and Emma, Willy, and Eunice.are on the door-sill, besieging their elder
brother Alfred with-their new-born enthusiasm
for stories. Alfred is a long boy, of that age
when boys are always either oonceited or

sheepish: he inclines to the latter, which he
evinces on this occasion, by declaring that he
"don't know anything; couldn't tell it, if he
tfiifl wrnnMn'f Ka ono nun if* Ka van fn " kit%

" Ho," quoth Willy, ''it's as easy as grammar,with the hook open; just make up any
kind of an original beginning, ' once upon a

time,' or something of that sort. Now tor it,
Captain Ladies, gentlemen, and fellow-creatures,Mr. Alfred B. is ready to tell a story."

SCHOOL DAYS.
When I was a young boy, I used to go to

school to Mr. Shakspeare Smith, at that old
eight-sidod school-home by the creek. Mr. S.
was a smart man and a just master : but the
fellows that went there had been snubbed, and
cuffed, and brow-beaten, and negleetcd, so

long, that when at last thoy did get a gentlemanfor a teacher, they hadn't the slightest notionof how to treat him. Of course, the first
thing they undertook to do was to play tricks
on turn; and so oh, now, / can't tell a

story ; you know I never did it in my life."
" Strike out, Captain," said the patronizing

Will. "J think playing tricks is a very good
beginning, considering. When I went to the
Creek school, last summer, didn't the fellows
play tricks on that long Yankee master ! He
used to make a business, when be came in the
morning, of calliog out two or three of ub little
fellows, and caning us, just to get the big ones
to order; but I rather think we circumvented
him once or twice. 1 never wont to that school
without a lump of rosin in my pocket; for, if
you rosin your hands well before he canes you.
he may whack away as hard as he likes, and
won't hurt anybody much, but himself; and I
wish every boy in the whole world knew it"

" But why aid he cane you I" asked Kmrna.
« Ak f.j l: Ki.ii.
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not much. Smnetnnes th« fellows put shoemakers'wax on hia ohair, and when he hat
down it was a little inconvenient getting up
again; and sometimes wo greased the blackboard,and in the fall we stopped off the enioke
in the chimney, and put gunpowder in the
stove, and rubbed bitter aloes on the head ol
hiB cane, (he used to suck the head when h<
got bothered,) and fastened hop-toads in hit
bat, and wrote things on the school door.suet
as ' Down with the tyrant,' and so on; anc
once we put a bumblebee in his desk.ah
don't I remember that afternoon 1 It flew out
and stung him a little, and he oalled four of ut

boys right out from our seats, where we wert

sitting as quiet as kittens, and not doing a

thing but getting up our sums for the class.
The first fellow ne whipped was me; but be
only caned me on my hands, and they wero
rosined. The next was Booby Bill.you know
Booby ? He's been going to school these thirteenyears, and bo understands all about schools
except the lessons. Well, he took hold of
Booby bv the collar behind, and whacked, and
whacked and the perspiration rolled down his
face, and Booby squirmed and whined, and
made believe to be in awful pain; but with all
his wriggling he kept his Dody always one

way, with his back to the master and when
at last he went to his seat, he walked so queer
that the master oalled him back.

' ' Take off your coat,' says Master Gamble.
" ' 1 don't want to,' whines Bill.
" ' Off with your coat, sir,' roars the master ;

and Booby rolls up hiB eyes like a very unhappy
calf, and off it comes.

"First, there was a jacket; then half of an

old table cloth wound about his shoulders;
then a whole sheet of wadding cotton ; then,
bound round his waist by an old suspender,
two thin shingles, roaching up nearly to his
shirt-collar, and as fur down &m they would go.
Then it was Booby's turn to feel the perspirationrolling down his cheeks; and if ever a

master wanted to revenge himself on a poor
boy for having a little fun, Yankee Gamble
had his revenge that day.''

" Well, but was it you that put the bee in
his desk *" said Emma.
"Why, yes, we two did it; a bumblebee's

sting don't hurt much ; J've t>ecn stung many
a time, lighting them, but 1 never made such
an awful fuss about it.''

' But what fun could it bo to plague the
poor teacher ? " still queried Emma

" Oh ! the fellows didn't like him."'
"Why*"
" Oh! I don't know; hs was so long, and put

together so loose, and his joints cracked so

when he walked about."
" Mr. Will, you are a naughty boy," said

Emma, indignantly; " how could he help his
joints cracking *"

" Oh, well.but he was so freckled."
" Willy," said Mrs. B. to her son; and as the

little boy stepped close to his mother, and lookedup into the grave, sweet depth of her eves,
it struck him all at once that the story he had
been telling was not exactly a thing to be
proud of.

" Now, mother, I declare I never thought of
its being any harm.all the bij$ fellows did it,
and, indeed, 1 never thought of its being mean '

Alfred, perhape you had better finish your
story, now."

" Ym. do, Alfred," said Mrs. B.
" Oh ! now, I oan't," said Alfred, gawkily, at

the same time continuing.
_

" We had aome downright bad boys at that
time, apd the only thing that had kept them
down with the old master was the weight of
k;. » >. .i._ a.i cn.j it ...
uio \ r»uv , nucu nmt wu uu< u, vucjr npi uy
higher than ever.
"One afternoon they determined to get up
regular rebellioo, (revolution they called it;)

and what made it ao hard for me to keep out
of it wae tbie: That morning, before eehool,
Tom 81ouoher and aome other fellowa and myaelfwere playing hop-aootoh in the front yardTom'# the beet player in achool, but that time
I happened to beat him. I felt ao aet up at
beating the brag player, that I oouldn't help
crowing a little.

441 Ye didn't play fair/ growled Tom, lookinglike a bear.
'I 'I did it more then fair,' aaid 1,1 and 1 can

do it again. The fact ia, Tom Sloucher, I can
beat rou at moat thing*, if I ohooae to try.'"' I'll bet you aty hat I'll beat you at abinny,en aria Turn, looking like a hyena." ' Done/ aaya l; and, atrange to aay, 1 beat
him a<£ain."' \ our humble aervaat/ aaya 1, waring my

\
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shinny stick in an Aggravating manner; ' any- ai

thing else you'd like to fail in this morningV hi
" ' Whatever you dare,' says snarling Toiu. qc
" ' Whatever you dare,' says obsequious I. eh
u Tom's hot-tempered, and by this time his sti

blood was up to boiling neat. oc
11' Ye're a wonderful boy,' hisses he, leering c«

like a snake. 1 Oh! yes, ye're a nioe brave boy w
at a pretty little game like hop-scotch yes, ar
and ye're a hero at shinny, too; but I'll fix ye in
in a place yet, that'll make ye turn the oow- hi
ard side out. I'll know who is to be the head te
fellow in this school.' ah

"' Whatever you dare,' says I, oonsequen- w
ti ally he J just then the bell rang for morning th
school oc

[to be continued.) at
.. . hi
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Adowu in the golden see, si
And the deepening night shadows &i

Enshroud the tiient lee (A
w

1 shall never see them more, Mary q
, For when the parting day e)

Shadows the pleasant vale again,
I shall be far away. a

You mast bury me cloee by Lionel,
Under the old elm tree, g|

Where tho brown thrush and the robiu
Will sing their songs to me

_
_

And we shall hear there sometimes *

Bird-voices wild and free,
ft

As they used to carol, years ago,
To Lionel and me.

r

To-night I heard him call me, ^
In the twilight gray and dim.

Remember and bury me, Mary,
In the shadows close by him. *

.
a
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[CONCLUDBD.j h
It was a blustery morning in November.

it wa8 going to be wow, everybody said. Mrs. a

Flagg w&h not well, aa, indeed, she had not p
been lately; ahe had had too much to do, aince v

Aunt C&ty didn't oomo to help her any more.

True, ahe bad often aent for Dinah, but ahe h
waa a good way off, and oould not always n
come. "The corn ia not half in," Baid Mrs.
Flagg, " and it will anow before to-morrow I
night. We must have a dozen men in the p
field to-day." And Oliver waa told to mount s

Sultan, and lead tho old mare, and bring /
Dinah. ti
Now, Oliver had never ridden Sultan but t

once before, and would muoh have preferred t
to ride one of the old work-horses. He heaita- g
ted, and had a mind to say ao - but when John n

clapped hia hands, and oalled him a coward, v
and hia uncle aaid he thought he did look pal£. a
but be didn't know, for that he waa white, at v

any rate.Oliver said he waa not afraid; for s

though hia unole had spoken in jfeat, he felt it t
to be a bitter jest and, mounting the gay ii
Sultan, he rode away in a stvle that would
have done honor to John himself, who woh not 1
a little proud of his horsemanship. P
The wind blew roughly in hit* face, and it r

required all hia strength to oqcb Sultan with I
one hand, and with the Other to pull up the
old mare, who was lazy, and eontiPM^bcaideB. t
Aunt Caty, who had never quite reo&vered a

from the rheumatism,.and who never failed to \

repeat the circumstances of. hue taking it, «u» r
often ftH she was asked how she did, *aa stand- i
ing at the window, wrapped in a shawl, and,* t

seeing him, tapped on tne aaah, and beckoned 1
him to stop: and presently Naohy-ran out, with

agreat whito woollen comforter, fih&t she had
knitted for him, and whioh sbo wrapped two
or three times about his neck, and a pair of
blue mittens, and two hot jumblo cakee, which
she put in his pocket, and said would keep him
warm, if ho could not wait to eat them.
Aunt Caty lifted the window, and said it

was too bad that ho should have to ride so

far in tho oold, and that she was determined
he should have oorafort and mittens, for that,
even with them, she expected be would freeze
to death, one or these days.
"Poor boy!" she said, when Nancy went

in, "I thought I would enoourage him all I
could."
And the buskers went into the field, and

Mrs. Flagg bestirred herself as well as she was
able, about tho dinner, and Aunt Caty sat down
by the fire, and tried to card a little wool,
though she could but illy use her hands; and
Nancy put up the table leaf, and began to cut
apples, and look into boxes of spioe and sugar,
now and then mending the fire, that both lid
and skillet might be ready to bake the first
pie; amusing her mother all the time, by relatingbow such and sucb and such a one made
pies, and how she had a way of her own, that
she thought best of all.
Nancy was a good girl; not young nor pretty,only as good health and a benevolent face

make any one pretty. She could not have
been less than twenty-seven, short and chubby,
aud with a voioe so kind, that you wanted her
to say something all the time; and she did
say a great many kind things, and do them,
too. When her mother saia that the Flaggs
were as proud and hateful as they could be.
she answered." I expect, mother, we are all
a little to blame: ' for she would not lose sight
of all their excellences, because of some things
that were not quite right.

So with talking and working, the day wore
into noon, and Oliver and Dinah had not come.
Mrs. Flagg prepared the dinner, as host she t
oould, ami ut last the buskers sat dowo to eat I
There was not much merriment, for Mr. Hagg, a

who usually panned the eider freely on such
occasions, and led in the mirth, was irritated n

that Oliver had not brought Dinah. There ii
was a loud knock at the door, and before an

answer could be given, in rushed Nancy Mar- n

tin, her sleeves rolled up, and consternation in a

her face. Sultan, the black horse, was pawing h
at the gate, the bridle rein dqpgNag loose, ana

the saddle slipped under his belly. He had w

dashed past their house furiously, a few minutes b

past, and she was sure some dreadful thing had g
happened. There was Mood on the rein, she u

thought, though she could not tell. d
" Oh dear! oh dear !" exclaimed Mri. Flagg;

and then going up to Nancy, ahe untied her 01

bonnet, and told her to stay with her till she
should know the worst. The horse was led in, tl

panting, and wet with sweat; his knees were

bruised^ and out some ; and the blood on the .|
bridle-rein seemed to be from striking against
them, as h# ran. He was frightened, and ^
would not drink muob ; hut alter a sip or two,

1

would thrust up his head and snort turning bis
eyes wildly and quickly about. He was not J"
otherwise hurt, nor oould the? gain any clue '

to what had chanced by saddle or bridle, or

anything else.
A messenger was hastily despatuhed to Had- 7'

ley, but, before he had time to bring intelli- JJ'
genoe, came Dinah, riding at a brisk trot.

Nancy had remained, and Mr. Flagg him
elfbad gone to Aunt Caty Martin's, and as- 'H

aisted hsr to walk down to bis booao, so that Hl

she might have the earliest news. 1,1

Dinah felt that she was an important per
«

* I hi
tK>na^« and not without » gooa omi oi emu "

deration and many expletives, which I need e*
not repeat told her atory. I"

She and Oliver were riding together; hie "

home behaving very badly, ao that be waa ^
afraid, aha said, and they had juet panned Dr
(Jvlngaton'a. and were ooming to the high fti

bridge in the hollow, when, all at one*, aha w

aw two great alephante ooming over the brow
of the next hill. Khe aaw that Sultan waa ter- *J

ribly frightened, aaw him pitching and daehing Ju
toward the bridge, and heard Oliver aay. " Oh! D<

what ahaH I do T " and that waa all aha saw
or heard, till, having ridden her own beaet I
againat the feooe, aha looked again, and there tfa
wer« the two alephante coming up the hill, w

driven by a showman, and Sultan cantering an

anewHwewMMimMnHMMwi

And then Mm. Hagg asked what it wan
bout the hops; and when Aunt Caty told her,
he said she had never heard of their being
ent for; it was strange that Oliver should not
iave told her.
"He told me," said Billy, "that Aunt Caty

ent for something, and said that in the whipiinghe got for being there, ho forgot what it
ran"
So the two women cried together, for they

lad not known beforo about the whipping at
11.
Towards night it began to snow, and Mrs.

^lagg brought from the drawer, where it was
>ut carefully away, the finost and best shawl
ho had, and wrapped it all warmly about
tunt Caty's shoulders, and so they sat by the
ire, and talked of all the mournful accidents
hey ever knew of. You would havo thought
hey were sistors, so lovingly thoy talked to;ether.It seemed as if the old olock had
lever ticked so slowly, and at nightfall the
rind grew bitterer, and the windows rattled
,h the snow drove Against them 10 gusts. It
vill be a bad time to brine Oliver home, they
aid, to encourage each other, for both feared
hat he would not be able to oome, and that
ndeed ho would never come homo alive.
They kept the tire bright, and made a ho ft

Kid close by it, and Billy was eeut to Mrs.
ilartin's, to milk the cows and lock the doors,
0 that Nanoy and her mother remained with
lira. Flagg,
Fight and nine, and ten o'clock came, and

here was a growl of the watoh-dog, and then
1 soft sound of the carriage on the »now. The
vomen almost held their breath from fear and
mxiety; the door opened, and Mr. Flaeg came

n, alone, cdvcred with enow, and looking alnostfrozen. All turned to him inquiringly,
Sut without speaking; and John, who was
wide awake, went close and leanod over his
knee. The father's hand shook, as he nut his
arm about him, arul drew him close to his
bosom, and his voice shook. too, at* he said.
" Your poor little cousin Oliver is only just
alive1"

1 will pass over that night of sorrow, and
all the other days and nights of suspense, duringwhich there came news, now 01 his being
a little worse, and now a little better, until the
dear sunshiny ufternoon, when the snow lay
sparkling over nil the hills, und a lively jingle
i)i bolls at AuntCaty's door caused her to drop
her knitting suddenly. There was a bright
little sleigh, with a great brown buffalo robe
n it, and a stout, reliable-looking sorrel horse
before it, arid a in&n, whom Aunt Caty had
never seen before, coming into the house Half
an hour afterwards, Nancy wont away with
him, dressed in hor new olive merino and green
(ilk bonnet; and, wrapped in her blanket
ihuwl, Aunt Caty was trudging as fast as she
jould go, to tell the news at Mrs. Flagg's; and
while she is on tho way, wo will go back a

ittle with our story.
Oliver, as you have boeu informed, was oar

iedto the house of Dr. Livingston, where he
tad every care and attention ; hut ufter ten
layH of great suffering, a consultation of physi
:ians was held, and it was determined that he
sould not recover without tho amputation of
he broken and injured leg. At nrst, Oliver
laid he would rather die and be buried altogether,than to never be able to run about the
{reen hills and meadows any more; but when
tie sufferings grew so intense that he knew he
lould not live much longer, he told them they
night do as they pleased; and so a great sur;eonwas sent for, And tho broken leg was
aken off above tho knee
From this time he did well, and in a few

lays had his head raised on pillows, and talked
nth Dr. Livingston quite cheerfully.
It was on one of these occasions that, more

t> amuso him than for any other purpose, the
)octor inquired who made the pretty comfort
nd mittens which lay on the table.
Oliver said it was Nanoy Martin, And that

he was the best person in the world, exoept)gAunt Caty.
Tho Doctor wound the comfort about bis

eck, and said it was nioc and warm, and he
ras sure Nancy must be a very good young
'dr.
Thon Oliver told of a great many good things
hich Nancy had done; and remembering the
ot cakes which she had given him the day he
ot hurt, and which he n&d never eaten, he
>ok them from his pocket, but they were very
ry and hard.
" Don't you think you oould oat some fresh

aes 1" asked the Doctor.
Oliver said, if Nancy were there to make

iera, bo was sure he oould eat them
"Well,'' the Doctor, "I will send the
eigh, for Nancy to oome.

And it wa> to toil all this, that Aunt Caty
urried so fast to Mr. Flagg's.
A month wont by, and Nancy didn't oomc

ack. Oliver oould not do without her, the
ootor said, though everybody beaide thought
I wai well enough to l»e taken home It was

ebruary, and the eoow was all over t ho ground
:t, when Aunt Caty one morning came to our

juee, to aek us all to paaa the evening with
»r.Nancy wae going to oome borne, and
ring little Oliver, who with the aid of aorutoh
>uld hobble about a little now. hhe wae in
se epirite, and aaid ehe couldn't etay hut a

inute, ehe had left a mince-pie baking, and
is wae going to kill the fattest turkey ben ebn
ad, and make custard, if ehe oould find fresh
;ge. That the wae going to have a liUle sup>r.and have Mr. Flagg's folks, and our folks,
id some other neighbora, that she mentioned
ly mother must oome early, ehe aaid, and
ring her eilver spoons, whioh she should want,
ad crimp the border of her nioe cap, if she
ould.
We all thought Aunt Caty wae going to tell
me great thing all the wbile.she looked
tat as she always did when she brought good
jws, but she went home without telling it.
That was one of the longest days I ever saw.
looked at the elook every five minutes, and
iought it never would be i/igbt. ft was well
e had an early invitation YVe saw the great
soke in the kitoheo at Auot Caty'#, and saw

sa^^^M^^MMnstmmni
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vay alone, and Dr. Livingston, without his
it, running as fast as he could. She followed
liokly, and aaw Oliver lying among the loose
ones at one side of the bridge. He was quite
ill. and seemed dead, though the blood was

sing from a cut on his forehead. He was
irried to the house of Dr. Livingston, and
hen she came away, was quite come to life,
id was crying, with the dreadful pain he was

, for it seemed that the horse had fallen on
m. and broken and shattered one of his legs
rribly.they didn't know how badly, when
ie came away. When this was told, there
as great sorrow and great consternation in
ie house at Mr. Flagg's. John went first to
ie 4,oor and then to the othlr, and looked first
one and then at another, saying to
mself, as it were, fhat he wished he had only
Id Oliver not to ride Su'iuu ,

he wished he
new just4hat minute how he was; and that,
he got well and came home, he would Iks

ire an<l tell him never to ride Sultan.
Mr. Flagg seemed to grow ten years older in
few minutes, and after folding his arms and
tting in silence for a while, he put on his hat
ad gloves, and drove towards Hadley, taking
ire to stop on the way at the shoemaker's,
here he had ordered a pair of new hoots for
liver, to see if they were finished. It was

lay now to remember Oliver's needs.
Mrs. Flagg took off her cap, and laid it on
ohair beside her, and. with the towel in her
ands, rocked to and fro, reproaching herself
»r the accident, and telling over just where

saw Oliver last, and what be said that
lorning, and what he said tho day before, and
fhat she had intended to get and do for him,
nd what she would do yet, if he lived.
Nancy cried out heartily for a little while,
nd then she wiped her eyes and went to work,
>r the house was all in disorder, and Dinah
spcated the same story again and again, and
Lunt Catv said it was just as if a green branch
ad been brokon off, to lot the light of Hcavon
own upon thern, and she hoped now they
rould all see how foolisluthey had been, to let
handful of hops, and such trifles, make them
nemies
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her bustling out and in, for we oould do nothingbut kx>K at her houee.
At last it was time to get ready, and at laet

it wm time to go. We had on our beat drawee
and shoe*, and were about ae happy ae chil
dren can be.
Aunt Caty had on her block silk dress,

which w$ never knew her to wear before, exceptto fiinerals; and when the cap won crimped,and she put that on, too, we thought Mrs. i
Flagg herselt: could not look liner. In the front 1
room all tw in nice order two wax candles '

were burning at once, and three pots of red
and yellow chrysanthemums stood on the table
in full bloom. On the snowy oover of the stand ^
lay the Bible and hymn-book ; the settee had a r
new chintz cushion, and the rocking-chair: the s

home made carpet had been carefully swept, t
and looked almost as well as now; the brass c

andirons wore sooured white, and tar out over i
the snow and through the white cuAaiAs of >

t-Ne witiuCWS ahone the red firelight. But the i
kitchen, after all, w*i ailf&OtTTS pfoi* t ->
for there two tables were set together, and over f
them were spread two of tho finest linen table- t
cloths Aunt Caty bad the blue dishes and the i

white-handled knives and forks wero in use ; t
and there was the roast turkey, and the minced
pies, and the custard, and a great pound-cake,besides many other nice things that I don't re-

member. <

The tea-kettle was steaming by the fire, and
the bright tin ooffee pot was on the ooals, and
the blue tea-pot olose beside.

Befuro seven o'clock, all who had been invitedwcro there.all joking, and laughing,
and happy.

Only tor a minute the mirth grew still, when
the door opened, and Oliver, limping on his
crutch, came in. He was smiling, but he looked
sad for all; and when bis Aunt Flagg wont
forward and said, " Why, Oily, is it you ? " and,
kissing her cheek, he answered, "Yes, what
there is left of me,-' some of us wiped our eyes,
I remember.

But smiles followed quick upon the toars, for
just behind him came Nancy, leaning on the
arm of Dr. Livingston. They were married;and when Oliver whispered to his Aunt Flagg
that Nancy had already washed the faces of
the little f.ivimsstonH unH runrln tViom now

dresses, she said that a batter girl could not
have done it.

I need not linger over that happy night.you
ctyi imagine it. 1 will only sav that Mr. Flagg
actually kissed the cheek of Nancy, and called
her cousin, and that Mrs Flagg whispered to
him that Aunt Caty might want a little more
silver for the stinpor, and that ho could bring
the napkins while he was about it.
Of oourse they were brought, and a great

dish of honey Reside, though Aunt Caty had
enough without it.

Mrs. Flagg tied on an apron, and poured the
ooffee at one end of the table, while Aunt Caty
served the tea at the other.
True to his promise, John told Oliver never

to ride Sultan again, while ho slipped into his
hand a pretty book of pictures and stories,
which his father had given him at Christinas.

Olivor'B unoio sent him to college, and he
became a line scholar, but of all the things
that he was able to do. he preferred to teach
the village school, and to live with Aunt Caty
and tend flowers, and read books; which he

In thin iUv fnr miirkl I Irnnur
This life-long nfiliotion might have been prevented,if all had been as kindly considerate

before its occurrence as afterward; but the
rainbow comes in elouds, and good feelings
spring out of disaster.

EXTRACTS FROM OUR CORRESPONDENCE.

Scottsvtlle, New York, June 28, 1853 .1 regardthe Facts for the People as a valuable documentfor all Classes, particularly for that large
number throughout the North, who, at the late
Presidential election, voted with tho pro-slaveryparties for the last time; and who, were it
not for the facts placed before, and reflected
upon by them in their calm moments, might
be induced, as tho election comes around, to
vote with their parties just once more. Has
not tho publio sentiment of tho South, upon the
slavery question, materially changed sinoo the
days of Washington and Franklin? Would
Jefferson and Madison ho recognised as leadersof the Democracy in Virginia now1 Or,
would a deliberative body, giving utterance to
their sentiments, bo tolerated in any Southern
State ? Some of their teachings appear rather
iocendiary. Verily, Democracy is progressive.
The Free Democrats of New York are not

idle, though making no great outward demonstration.They arc silently sowing the seeds
of Democratic truth, trusting in the future to
reap a harvest. It is not probable that a thoroughorganisation will bo perfected this season,
as circumstances seem inauspicious to a vigorouseffort. There arc no State officers to be
chosen ai our next oiecuon, oui mounter* 01
the Legislature only. The great subject that
will engago the attention of the electors in that
of Temperance. Free Democrat* are, so far an

my acquaintonoe extends, without exception.
Maine Law men, and desire to oast their suffragesin auoh a manner as most speedily to
secure the enaotment of a statute prohibiting
the traffic in ardent spirits. In oounties whore
there is not a probability of electing candidates
of their own, oy making no nominations they
can select from the old parties men who are
friends of this moasurc. Is it not wisdom to

adopt this policy ?
Tne future aotion of the Whig party is prob-

lematioal. In this oounty (Monroe) the two
factions of said party can never act together
again in good faith. Thoir jealousies have
turned to an inveterate hatred.they regard
each othor with an animosity at once bitter,
implacable. The Hunker Whigs sympathise
with, and doubtless intend, eventually, to coalescewith the Hunker Democrats. Tbey remainin the party, and retain their distinctive
name, because it gives them a power to distract
and weaken the party, which abandonment
would doprive them of. The Administration
encourage this feud by retaining in office the
Silver Gray post-master at Rochester, and Collectorat the port of Genesee The future is
full of promuMB. We can afford to bide our
time. Tours, iic., S. i

#

CoJiotlon, June 25, 1853..Please send me
Tail*for the People for the dollar enclosed. We
have a hard field to work in here. Tho proslaveryweeds have got the start of us, and we
want some of the Facte to cut them down; and
Samuel Lewis will be here before long to dig
them out by the roots. We hope to give a

good account of ourselves this fall.
R. W. B.

Hrunrunck, Maine, June 28, 1853 .Send
100 oopies of Facts for Ike People. These are

just what is wanted, and it is my opinion that
the paper will do great good to the cause. The
most of the above copies will be distributed in <
this town, and our vote for Hale and Julian was <

but 52.this looks as though we might increase i
- CUM l
uur twj mjuw. « «

Berlin Centre, Okio, June 28, 1853..Enclonedpleaxe find three dollar* tor Fact* for the
People. 1 notioe in jour lint of the Free Soil
promt that there are aome papera that are decidedlyFree Soil that are omitted: Hoineatead
Journal, at Salem, Ohio, Aaron Hinkaman editor,SI 4*>; the Christian Preu, Cincinnati, I
auppoee to be rif(ht on that (jueation.

If prudence would not forbid it, 1 would like
to know who " R" in. J. F. P.

" K " ie Dr. William Elder, of Philadelphia.
Door Creek, Dane co., Wiuotuin, June 26,

1853 . Pleaac aend me aix oooiee of the Facte
for the People, commencing with the firat number.The cauae of Freedom ia onward in Wieooomo,and the pvoepect brighteoe. The BadgerStale will poll more votee for Freedom next
tall than ahe baa ever done before. Thia State,
although the jonngeat daughter of the ordinanoeof 1787, will be the firet to oaat her vote
far the Free Demooraoj. If the platform of
the Free Democracy be adhered to without
reviving old prejudicea, our auooeaa ia eore end
apeedj. Youre, for humanity, J. W. S.
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BY RMMA O. E. N. HOUTHWORTH. 1
CHAP.XXII. I

i'ou were not meant to ntnjiale from Your vouth i
ro skulk, and cisvp. and in mean pathway* range
tot with *t*rn truth, large faith, and loving will.I
J|> and be doing..Lowell. I
Four years had passed away since Mark p

Sutherland and Rosalie bad taken up their I
esidenoe in the village of Shelton. In tbi» I
pace of time many changes had passed over
he village community and the individuals that
omposed it The Territory had been erected
nto a State.new towns were incorporated.tj
lew cities founded.old ones throve. Shelton J
tee It' had more than doubled in population and .

< I
uxportanoe. Where there had beon but three
>r four Utores, there were now a dozen; whei o

here had been but two churohes there wer^
iow five. A handsome court house" gh

11

he site of the old log tenement, whence tho
law, if hot justice, had once issued its decisions,
mi excellent market-place, well-attended, addsdmuch to the cdmfort of the citizens; a ly- U|
eeum.an incipient library and museum, perhaps.lentits attractions to the town an elegantand capacions hotel replaced the rude, ?

clap-boarded tavern of Colonel Garner. Tho
country around tho village had become thicklysettled, and many, many improvement*,
which it were tedious to enumerate, had added
19 the importance of the placeOur friends Mark and Ros&lie, had in-own
Hi! with the village Their paper "The Trut I
Freeman,'' and their achool, had both greatly I
prospered. Hut no one in the world, except I
Murk himselti knew how much of this prosper- I
ity was owing to the cheerful hope, the firm >A
faith, the warm zeal, the untiring perseverance
of Rosalie. And at times he wondered at the
power of that pale, fragile creature.for she
was still very delicate and frail.

His professional business had increased very
rapidly. Ho oould not have specified any daj,
or any suit, from whioh his success had taken
its impetus.all had been so gradual, so purelythe result of application and perseverance,
rather than of accident or fortune He felt
that here too there W'aa an outward influence,
an external power, to which he owed much,
very muuh, of his oi-rsistent energy.a power
living by his side, that continually throw itself
with nil its ardor and force into bis purposes.
into his soul.warming and strengthening him
for effort, for endurance. His 6uccoss grew
wonderful. He was already the most popular,
the busiest, as he was also considered the most
ablo lawyer in the West. Though but twentyfivoyears of age, he was no longer only by
courtesy, "Judge".he was the presiding Judge
of the court, by the appointment of the (executive.He had been elected to the State Senate,
ho had been named as a candidate for Governor.And he felt and know that from the
quiet, fair, and fragile being at his side, be drew
continual strength, and light, and warmth;
that in addition to his own, he absorbed ktr
i r i i?r_ xL.a l r 1_ i. i 1
i iii».ncr mo, mai sno gavo 11 cciy 10 ner love.

Her form v^ras frailer, her face wanner, but
inore beautiful, moro impressive thun ever.for
her cyea were brilliant and eloquent with enthusiasm,and her lip« "touohed with tire."

" Not only for you.not only for you.but
for humanity, dearest Mark, 1 wish you to at- *

tain power and place. You will attain them.
and 1 ihall not die till then," she would
mentally add.

At the end of the fourth year of their residencein Shelton, Rosalie having attained hor *

majority, it became necessary for Mark Sutherlandto go to Mississippi.to Cashmere.v a

the (tart of his wife, for the purpose of making
a final settlement with her guardian, Clement
Sutherland, and taking possession of her splendidfortuno. He wished very much thftt Rostblieshould accompany him to the South ; hut as
the necessity of her personal attendance might
be dispensed with, and as at home the interestsof their household, their school, and the
paper, seemed to require the presence of one of
them, it was decided that Mark Sutherland
should depart on his journey alone

It was on a cool, pleasant day of September,
that Judge Sutherland set out on his journey
for the South. Rosalie had acoompaniod hiui
on hoard the boat, to remain as long us si e
might before the steamer should loavo the
wharf. It was their first separation since the r
marriage, and. upon that account alone, perhaps,they felt it the muro sensibly. Ana us
the boat was getting up her steam, Mark Sutherlandblessed and dismissed his wife ho felt.
how wan, how fragile, how spiritual, was hi r

appearance.ho almost felt that at any mimentsho might bo wafted from his possesion,
from his sight, forever. Tho idea transfixed
him with a sharp agony ; but ouly for a little
while.
Tho boat was on her way, and his thoughts

turned from her ho was leaving behind to
those ho was hastening to meet. This way.
too, was full of anxiety. Nearly a year hit a
passed sinee ho had heard from any of his
friends in Mississippi. Although ho had writtento his mother regularly, ho had received no
letter from her for several months, and the
vague reports from Silentshados were not eatisfactory.Six weeks hud intervened since h s
wife had attained her majority, and they hal
advised Mr. Clemont Sutherland to bo prepared
to give an account of and yield up the property
left in his caro for so many years; yet no answerhad been vouchsafed. Rumor also tpoke
of Clement Sutherland as a suspected, if not s
ruined man. Full of anxiety as to tho truth of
these injurious rumors ami tbo causes of this
ominous silence, Mark Sutherland paced the
deok of the steamer as it pursued its court s
down the river,

It was on tho afternoon of the sixth day of
his voyage, that tho boat stopped at tho wharf
of tbo small hamlet of C , and Mark Sutherlanddebarked, and hirod a hort-o to take hit a
to Cashmere. ' He left his portmanteau in the
care of the landlord of tbo little tavern, and m t
out on his ride. Leaving tho low banks of the
river to the westward behind him, he rode on
towards tho interior of the State, ascended a
line of hills, and, descending the other sidn,
entered onco more the " Beautiful Valley of tl e
I'earl." Here, then, he stood once more upon
the scene of his youth's tragedy! With the
profoundoet interest he looked around. But all
was, or seemed to he, changed! Had it really
nvor been so beautiful as it had once seemed to
him, and had age and decay passed over it?
Or had ite beauty been only the glamoi r
thrown over the sceno bv youth, and love, and
hope? It might have been his changed and
purified vision; for much of imagination, enthusiasm,ideality, had passed away with the
morning of Mark s life, even as the silvery mist
of sunrise possos away before the full broad day:
jr it might havo been the waning season, for it
was now late in a dry and burning Septemberbut the beauty and the glory bad departedfrom the vale. The luxuriant green freshlessof summer hod departed, and the brillieLt

I 1 J» i L.J a
mu gorgeous magnincenre 01 autumn nau doc
some. All tbo vegetation.forosta, and ahrulc
>erie«, and grasses.vu dry and parched in
the nun, and the very earth beneath seemed
alcintd by the dry and burning heat. The
ipringi*, jionda, and wator courses, were low.
muddy, and nearly exhausted; and over all
the sun-burned, feverish earth, hung a still,
coppery, parching sky. You seareely could
tell which was dryest and hottest.the burning
iky above, or the burning earth below.

It waaj as a poor old held negro said, "like
in oven-lid on an oven." The Pearl itself wee
sow a narrow, shrunken, sluggish stream, creepingbetween high banks of red and pulverised
sarth, that was always sliding in and disoolorngand thickening the stream of water. Mark
Sutherland rode down to the edge of the river,to the fmtj house.once a neat and well-kepilittle building, now fallen into neglect end dilapidation.The white-haired negro ferryman
was n siavo of Clement Sutherland's, and an
old acquaintance of Mark's. He met hie
" young setter " with a sort of subdued cur*


